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Meeting For The First Time 


Author's Notes: 
This may end up being the only chapter, if not it will be a maximum of 3 parts. 


She walked over to the door, her friend behind her. The door leads to what she has been dreaming of, meeting 
her idol and his band. Security stops them, checking her pass then notices her friend doesn't have one. 


Security tells him he has to stay outside. 

"He has to be with me," she protests, "| get panic attacks a lot." 

Reluctantly they let him through, the two fans continuing their journey to the door. They knock and pause, 
waiting for a sign of life. An accented "Come in," follows shortly after and they follow the instructions and 
enter, excitement filling the girl as she knows who is on the other side of the door. A brief greeting. A shake 
of the hand. The meet and greet has begun. 


"l-l know you get this a lot," she stuuters, "B-But you g-guys... 


She stops, breathing heavily as her eyes fill with tears. Thoughts flood her mind, thoughts she didn't think she 
would have on such a joyous occasion Due to the thoughts she begins to mumble repeatedly, her friend acting 
simple as an onlooker not bothering to help. Her idol begins to panic, his emerald eyes moving quickly, trying to 
come up with a solution to the problem. 


"Kulta what's wrong?" he asks gently, putting out his cigarette. 


"| want to go home," she mumbles, and then repeats it when she thinks he didn't hear, as her cheeks begin to 
become wet, "I shouldn't have come. You are probably sick of fans by now. I'm not going to make a difference 
To you." 


"Calm down," he says, pulling her into his arms, "Deep breaths." 


She calms down slowly, the feeling of being worthless disappearing. Smiling knowingly, he leads her over to the 
couch, making her sit down before he signs her stuff, then hands it to the other members to sign. 


Her friend still stands there, simply an onlooker, making no attempt to help, almost as if he knew it was going 
to happen. When the other members have finished signing, they hand it back to their vocalist, who hands 
everything back except for the last photo. 

"What's your name kulta?" he asks, sitting down beside her. 

"Shana," she replies quietly. 

With a smile he begins to write, then recaps his marker and hands it back to her. Her eyes read over the 
handwriting, that to anyone else would be classified as messy, but to her beautiful. ‘Shana, keep calm, stay 
strong. Don't let anyone put you down, Ville Valo. it reads. She smiles, noting the heartagram at the end before 
turning to him. 

"Thank you," she whispers, standing up to leave. 

"Your welcome," he replies, "Oh and Shana?" 

She turns to look at him, "Yes?" 

"Take care, and stay calm," her replies with a lopsided grin 

She says goodbye to the other members before leaving, her friend behind her. They get in a car once they 
have bought their merchandise, and begin the 3 hour drive home. Her dad stops outside her caravan. Her 
friend gets out and walks over to his caravan. Her dad gets out and she gets out too, going to give her friend 


a proper farewell, whilst her dad heads into her caravan. 


"Bye," he says, turning to walk away. 


"Why did you just stand there?" she asks. 

"What?" he questions. 

"Why did you just stand there?" she repeats, "I was having a panic attack and you did nothing!" 
"Shana its | am, do~" 

"No! | will do this now! | thought you cared for me!" 

"| do, | just knew he was going to do it. | had a feeling” 

"You and your fucking feelings! Why don't you just leave me alone? You ruined a good night!" 

"At least l'm not being childish Shana" 

"For fuck sake Matt, don't do this. Don't make me seem like m the bad guy.. You're my best friend” 


He sighs and walks back to her, pulling her into his arms. "I'm sorry," he says, against her hair, "I'll make it up 


to you." 

"Better," she replies, muffled against his shirt, "Weirdo." 

"Right back at ya freak,” he retorts. 

"Ass" 

"Bitch." 

"Jerk," she says before laughing, "Matty we watch too much Supernatural." 
‘I'm aware Shana. Now good night, see you tomorrow." 


"Night Matty," she replies, giving him a final hug before walking back to her caravan, just more than a foot 


away from his. 


"Oh and Shana?" he calls, "I'm glad your dream came true." 


